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Loues Labour slop* 

Faith infringed : which fuchzeale did tvvearc. 

How will he fcorue? liow will he Ipcnd his wit ? 

How will he mumph, leaps, andlaughat it? 

For all the wealth that cuer I did lee, 

I would not hauehim know I'o much by me. 

Bere. Nowftep I forth to whip Hypocn lie. 

Ah good my Liedge, I pray thee pardon me. 

Good heart. What Grace baft thou thus coreproue 
Thefc wormes for loulng, that art moft in loucj 
Your eyes doc make rr.o couches in your tcares. 

There is no certaine Princdlc that appeares. 

You’ll not be periur’d , ’ tis a hatefull thing : 

Tufli, none but Minftrels like of Sonneting. 

But arc you not alham’d ? nay, are ycunot 
All three of you, to be thus much ore’fhot ? 

You found his Moth, the King your Mot h did fee s 
But I a bcame doe finde in each of three. 

O what a Scene of fooi’ryhaue Ifeene. 

Of fighesjof grones, of forrow, and of teene: 

0 me, with what ftri& patience haue I fat. 

To fee a Kingtranformedto a Gnat 2 

To fee great Hercules whipping a Gigge, 

And profound Salomon *, uning alygge ? 

And play atpu(li-pin with the Boyes, 

And Criticise T imon laugh at idle toylcs. 

Wherelieschy griefe .? O tell megood Dumaine ; 

And gentle Lon^auill, where lies thy paine .? 

And where my Liedge* .? all about the breft : 

A Candle hoa / 

Kin. Toobitteris thy ieft. 

Are wee betrayed thus to thy ouer-vie w ? 

Ber Notyou by me, but I betrayed to you, 

1 chat am honeft,! that hold it finne 
Tobreakethevow I amingagedin. 

I r,m betrayed bykeeping company 
With men, like men of ineonftancie. 

When (hall you fee me write a thing in rime 2 
Or gronefor loam ? orfpend aminutestime, _ 

1 n pruning mee, when lhall y ou heart that I yyiilpraife a hand, a 

foote 
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Lottes Labours loft. 

foot 5 a face’ an eye; a gate, aftatc, a brow,' a breft, a wifte, a 
kgge, alitnme. 

Kin. Soft, Whither a-way fo faft ? 

A true man, or a thcefe, that gallops fo.' 

Ber IpoftfromLoue, goodLouerletme go. 

Enter Iaquenetta and Clowne, 

laque. God bleflc the King. • 

Kin. What prefent haft thou there ? 

Clow, Seme certaine treafon. 

Kin. What makes treafon here? 

Clo. Nay it makes nothing fir. 

Kin. Ifitmarre nothing neither. 

The treafon and you goein peace away together. 

laque. 1 bcleech your Grace let this Letter be read. 

Our perfon mif-doubtsits it was treafon he (aid. 

Kin. Berowne y read it ouer. He reads the Letter* 

Kin. Where hadftchouit? 
laque. Of Cofiard. 

King. Where hadft thou it ? 

Cofi Of Dun Adramadio , Dun tAdrimadio. 

Kin. How now, whatisin you? whydoft thouteare it? 

Ber. A toy my Liedge, a toy; your grace needcs not feare it. 
Lorg.lt did moue him to paftion,and therefore let’s heare it. 
D urn. Tc is B erownes writing , and heere is his name. 

B «*.Ah you wherefon logger head you were borne to doe me 
ft iame. 

Guilty my Lord, guilty : I confeffe, I confeffe. 

Kin. What? 

B er. That y ou three foolcs, lackt mec foolc, to make vp the 
snefle. 

He, he, and you: and you my Liedge, and I, 

Are picke-purfes in loue, and we deferueto die, 

O difmiffe this audience, and I lhall tel} you more. 

Dum. Now the number is euen. 

Berorv. Truerue, wearefoure r will tbefe Turtles be gone 
Kin. Hence firs, away. 

Clo. Walk afide the true folke,and let the tray tors flay, 

B er . Sweet Lords, fwcet Louers, O let vs imbracc. 
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